torture, murder Then he told them about the struggle
waged by the irregulars, the Russian arats winter in the
forest, snow on the tracks, death at every turn He told
them how, on November 20, 1920, he and his comrades
had entered Dauna
The station and the town were deserted  The day
was drawing to a close  All was silent in the barracks
We went through them, revolvers in hand  The sound of
our steps peopled the building, and doors slammed behind
us  One of us who had gone on ahead fired his revolver
All of us made a rush, but there was nobody there'
Dorji pulled him by the sleeve, and Andrei spoke more
slowly as he went on
'The door of the prison was open  I was the first to
enter it  It was so dark that I waited for a few moments
without stirring  Then we went forward, one behind the
other  In a cell, lying on the ground, we found two
corpses   I bent over them  The frost had retarded decom-
position  I didn't know the two men, but I saw at once
that they didn't belong to the country  One of them was
of pronounced Jewish type  His body up to his waist was
reduced to pulp  The other had a hole in his forehead
We learnt afterwards that they were two comrades who
had been sent from Moscow to bring us instructions
They must have fallen into Ungern's hands  They did
not know the country  It was madness to send them, but
there was no choice   They never made contact with us
It was we who found them And they     . they were dead *
'The White leader holds happiness in his hands/ said
the old man, and everybody's eyes turned away from
Andrei and concentrated upon him
'There have been a score of White leaders, fifty of
them, a hundred of them,' retorted Andrei 'And all of
them fled before the Russian arats'
His voice had stopped trembling He talked about his
Party
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